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But oh S  what Art can teach
What human Voice can reach
The sacred ORGANS Praise ?
Notes Inspiring holy Love,
Notes that wing their heavenly Ways
To mend the Choires above.
7
Orpheus con?d lead the savage race,
And Trees unrooted left their Place,
Sequacions of the Lyre ;
But bright CECILIA rais'd the Wonder high'r :
When to her Organ vocal Breath was given>
An Angel heard, and straight appeared.
Mistaking Earth for Heav'n.
GRAND   CHORUS
As from the Powfr of Sacred Lays
The Spheres began to move,
And sung the great Creators Praise
To all the blessed above ;
So, when the last and dreadful Hour
This crumbling Pageant shall devour^
The TRUMPET shall be heard on high,
The dead shall lwey the living die,
And MUSICK shall untune the Sky.